

The Tragedy 


G>lo. Tnflj that was m thy rage : 

•5t><*ke it againe 1 , and euen with the word, 

"I hat hand which for my loue did kill thy loue, 

Shall for thy loue , kill a farre truer lou<r. 

To both their deaths thou fnalt bee acceilary * 

La. I would know thy heart 
Glo. Tis figured in my Tongue. 

La. Ifeare mee both arefalfe- 
67*. Then neuer man was true. 

La, Well, well, put vp your fword- 
Clo . Say then my peace is made- 
La. That {hall you know hereafter. 

Glo. B ut I fnall liue in hope . 

La. AH men I hope liue fo- 
Glo. Vouchfafe to were this ring. 

La. To take is not to giue. 

Cjlj* Looke how this ring incompaiferh thy finger, 
f uenfothy breftincloleth my poore heart. 

Were both of them for both of them arc thine 
And if thy po$ra fupplyant may 
Butbegonefauour at thy gracious hand. 

Thou doeft confirme his happineife foreuer . 

La. Whatisit ? , r r ' 

qU. That it would pleafe thee leaile thefe fad defines 
To him that hath more caufe to bee a mourner, 

And prefcntly repaire to Crosby place , 

Whereafter I haue folemnely enterred 
At Chertfie Monaliery this noble King, 

And wet his gfaue with my repentant teares, 

1 will with all expedient duty fee you : 

Fordiuers vnfnowne reafons , I befeech you 
Grant mee this boone* 

La. W-ith all my heart , and much it ioyes me too. 

To fee you are become fo penitent : 

Treffilhnd Bartly , goe a long with mce. 

Glo . Bid me farewell. 

La. Tis more then you deferuc : 

But fince you teach mee how to flatter you. 

Imagine I haue fayd farewellalready 




Exit. 


Glo ■ 


of Richard the 7 bird. 

Glo. Sirs', take vp theconrfe- - 

Ser. Towards Chertfie noble Lord ? 

qio. No to white Fryers there attend my comming : 

W as cuer woman in this humour woed tExeu. Manet ' Glo. 
Was euer woman in this humour wonne ? 

He haue her , but I will not keepe her long. 

What ? I haue kild her husband and her father. 

To take Her in her hearts extreamefc heate : 

With qurfes in hermouch,teares in her eyes, 

Thebreeding witneffe of her hatred by : 

Hauing God,her confcience,and thefe barres againft mee ; 
And I 'nothing to backe my fute withall 
But the plaine Diuelland diflembling lookes. 

And yet to win her all the world is nothing ? Hah- ? 

Hath fhee forgot already that braue Prince 
Edward her Lord, Whom I fome three moncths fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tcwxbury ? 

A Tweeter and iouelier Gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigality of nature : 

Yong,valiant, wife, and no doubt right royal!. 

The fpacious world cannot againe afioord. 

And will fhee yet debace her eyes on mee. 

That crept the golden prime oftbis fweet Prince 
And made her widdow to a woefull bed t 
On me , whofe all not equals Edwards moity* 

On me that halt, and am vnfhapen thus ? 

My Dukedometobee a beggerly denier, 

I doe miftake my perfon all this while, 

Vpon my life (lie finds although I cannot 
My felfe,tobeea maruaious proper man, % 
lie bee at charge for a Looking -glaife. 

And entertaine lome fcore or two of tailors 
To ftudyfafhions to adornfc my body. 

Since I am crept in fauour with myfeife, 

Iwiil maintaine it with a little coif. 

Butfirlf ileturne yon fellow in hisgraue, 

And then retume lamenting to my loue- 
Shine out faire funne,till I haue brought a glaffe, 

- hat I may fee my flaadow as 1 paffe, ’ Exit] 
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